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{The following is copied from the New-York 
Mirror and Ladies’ Literary Gazette, pub- 
lished in New-York, by George P. Morris. 
It is the Prize 
to the reward of 20 dollars 


Essay, entitling its anthor 
offered some 
time since by Mr. Morris, as a premium, to 
the writer of the best essay for his valua- 
ble and interesting Miscellany. Light 
essays were accepted by the committee 
appointed to judge of their merits and a. 
ward the premium. | , 


THE DRIAM OF LOVE. 
By Charles Ludlow. of Kichmond, Virgiiia. 

I have seen a Bubble blown into ifs circu- 
Yar and indescribable beauty; on its brillant 
surface were painted the most inimitable 
pictures of light and fife; gracelul clouds 
floated in the bosom of the mimic sky; a Quy 
sun irradiated the little world, and cast alt 
ihe magic of light and shade over a landscape 
of the most b- -‘tching splendour. A ere- 
ation, brie ot could imagine, ¢ 
before * we of the air broke the 
spell of . bat beantifal existence, 
and its like a dream of 
love —h one happy being in crea- 
tion, it is the lover in the luxury of bis ‘vis- 
fonary aspirations—if there is a sing! 
ful moment, like a star sparkling in the 
shadowy firmament of life, it is that which 
discovers a jong nourished aifection to be 
mutnal. 

The moon as she rides on through her 1n- 
finity of space, we not a greater ellect upol 
ocean-tide, than has the passion of love 
upon the of a aes thought—now per- 


mitting it to settle down 


Was 


tide 
into a state of tem- 
~again bidding it heave 
and swell, by the magic ofits viewless power 
Without it, what would be the world?) Asa 
creation withont lich! yet, 
we do, how does it disco m pos o thes 

plans of reason? #i the lofiest bal- 
warke of stern philosophy bow down and dis 
appear before the fragrance of its breath 7? 
It isthe peetry of thonght, when rr 
slumbers 00 het * ot; ately th rone, or wanders 
away in happy dreams. It is scarcely to be 
de fived. for it seems in perpetar al halo of soft 


light, which dazzles while it fascinates the 


porary tranquoility- 
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e bliss- | 


mind’s eye. 


is to the lower—luring the fragrance from ils | 


bosom, and bringing out all the energies of 
its young nature, or as the hand of beauty to 
the slumbering late passing over the silent 
chords, till “it doth discourse most eloquent 
music.” 


1 had a young friend, jast rising into man- 
hood— fiery and unsettied as the warrior 
steed in battle, his career was unguided by 
prodence or thought. A never failing flow 
of spirits made him always agreeable— ue 
was full of sense and frolic. He could bring 
atear into your eye before the smile had 
left your lip——he was all hope and hapjuness 

Sudde nly he stood before me an altiered 
being——his eye had grown melancholy and 
full of meditation. [is moisture was often 
succeeded by a flash ; and its fire again ex 
tinguished inthe trembling tear. Ele shun 
ned the rude clamour ef the busthog world, 
and would steal away into some solitary re 
cess, and in the still shade of the torest pon- 
on the sweetness of his own sorrow.-—— 
vind became almost a world of 
{ yisions rese cbhedtent,. atthe 
1, 


der 
His 
ind thensands o 
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call of creative thought—-his soul, ified high 
on faney’s wing, would exprore, im tts wild | 
and beautiful ca 
ofimagimati 


reer, 
all the 


lie 


1D, thorough variety of ifs 


It is to the spirit what sunshine | agony of despair. 
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magnificent domain loved-—deeply, ' 
devotedly Ii was more than love; it was 
adoration; “The object of his passion was all 


that woman conidbe. There is no object, 


in all creation, haif so splendid as 
being——the charms that are diffs: 
thé whole universe seemed 
gre etirer in ker, 


such a 
dtbhrough 
gathered to- 


When the sun is going down in the west, 
be leaves behind hima track of bright lelit. 


bot i 4s insipid wien compared to the haht 
of hereye. The fragrance of the rose was 
notso delicions as the warmtlh of her brea 
—-mnnzic con!ld wake no melody like the 
| thrilling tones of her voice. Fler motion 
was more graceful than the heave of the 
sea, or the change of the clond, and the ma- 
gic of mind, gleammeg through all her werds, 
mid tooke, and actions, shed around her a 
charm more gratetal than Arabian imcense 
No W ¢ nder my h ie fo bow ed do wh bye ore 
her; uo wonder that the sound of her voice 


rerest | 


nature, and she o@pfessed she loved him- 
they seemed created for each other——and 
who would have believed that fate=—but | am 
digressing, 

There is something very melancholy in 
the reflection that any woman can die; but 
lo A’m that she should perish was the very 





was alweysin his ear, that her image was! 
before bim in his datly occupations, and} 
ban: - : ' s 1 ’ an i 
bore a part in the mysterious changes of his 
dream TVhere was. no affectation in her 





He had left her for a few 
days, intending when he returned to have 
asked her hand. On the morning of his re- 
turn, be sprang into the stage-coach, in-a 
most delicious reverie. He held no dis- 
course with his fellow passengers, but wrap- 
ped himself up in a rich dream of anticipa- 
tion. His heart was full of happiness. He 
thought himself, as he entered his house, 
tov happy for a mortal man. He was pre- 
paring to pay her the first visit and dwell- 
ing in his mind on her pleasing welcome, 
when her brother came to see him—-he did 
not observe any thing peculiar about him at 
tirst, and not tll the warm, affectionate shake 
of the hand was over, did he notice that his 
eyes was filled with tears, and a dismal, 
gloomy, black crape hung fromhishat. He 
stated, and in a hallow voice, that had a de- 
solate dreariness in every lone, he said, 

Elizabeth ts dead!” r 

At first he was not comprehended. 
cant, horrid laugh, that echoed strangely 
throogh the still room, was his only answer 
—then he repeated the words, and the fea- 


A vas 


tures of my fiend became pale and motion- 


less as marble—then he sat down in achair, 
_ and covered his face with his hands, but not 
a word--a breath broke the silence. ‘There 
Wiis something al arming in his calmness; it 
seemed like the silence of the heavy, black 
cloud just before it launches its destructive 
ligituiig fromits bosom. He beckoned, and 
wished (o be atone, He was left in solitude, 
I would not profane the subject by any at- 
tempt at describing his feelings. There was 
adaik, borvid confusion in his mind, like 
some accursed dream glaring around him, 
und the nigit rolled away its long hours of 
slee ple ss agony, 
‘ihe next day was the foneral; 
sinh rose 


and when 
in his same glory, ‘and all the 
and circumstance” of day began to 
beam upon the face of nature, and the mere 


the 
“pomp 


ry voice of men sometimes came upon the 
breeze, and the carts rattled rudely along, 
and all around was business, and adventare, 
unallcted by the great event that hod come 
ike an ocean of scorching fire upon the 
paradise of his heart—-he recollected, andhe 
said, ‘to-day is her faieral ger funeral!” 

tits benumbed mind dwelt upon the words, 
but there was something unuefined, and al- 
most incomprehensible in them. She was 


to be buried at five in the afternoon. ‘The 
clock struck jour—he put on his hat, and 
went steadily to her house. He thpught 
twenty times he heard her sweetly-tone 

laughing voice, as he passed along. He 
turned his head once or twice to see if she 
was not at his shoulder, but there wags 
nothing, and he walked om: He saw the 
house, and his eye sought every’ wibow—w 
but Elizabeth was not there. Ile rang the 
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bell—the servant came, weeping—he look- 
ed at him, and walked on--he passed into. 


the pariour-—the chair which she had occo- 
pied, when he was there before was stand- 
ing in the very same place—-and there was 
her piano—he almost thought he beard mu- 
sic-—he listened; a sob from the next room 
came like ice upon his heart, and he sat 
dowo. Her mother came into the room—— 
her face was serene in-grief, but the first 
burst was over, and she was comparatively 
calm. She asked him if be would look at 
the corse 


frame. and seemed to breathe death 
his soul. He arose and followed the be- 
in the apartment; anda varnished coffin was 
on the table, a whiie cloth flung carefully at 
the head; a few-friends sat and wept in 
silence, musing on the beauties and virtues 
of the being they were about to consign to 
the cold earth. He walked up tothe table, 
and stood as still, and pale, and motionless, 
as the form that lay stretched before him. 
He would have torp away the veil that cov 
ered that face, but be cou!d not—he felt that 
he might as well have attempted to heave a 
mountain from its rocky base. The mother 
saw-—-she felt--a mother can feel—and she 
silentiy uncovered that beantifal counte. 
nance. It broke upon him in all its loveli 
ness. There was the came white forehead— 
the sleeping eye—the cheek that he had 
kissed so fondly—the lips that had spoken 
such sweet sounds--he eazed at her corse 
with intensity of thought. Her living image 
was hefore him—he saw her smilinge—he 
heheld her to the gracetal motion— now her 
fignre passed before him, beantiful in the 
-mozy dance—and now he gazed into her 
full black eyes, and read unuiterable things. 
He had a ring on his finger. a present from 
her—he tried to speak —-he looked at the 
ring. then at her—agony swelled his heart; 
he gave one long gaze—and looked no 
more. ® * * ad 

He knew not how, but he stood by her 
grave; and they were bearing the coffin to- 
wards the dark narrow pit—a heap of fresh 
earth was piled at its side. Some one said, 
‘Where are the cords?’ He heard the 
answer, “here they are;’? and then the 
coffin was gradually let down into the bot- 
tom of the grave—it sat firmly on the 
ground, and he heard a voice say, * there, 
that is right—-draw up the rope.” Then 
there was the sound, as if the orders were 
obeyed—in the act of doing it. a few grains 
of sand and pebble dropped upon the coffin—— 
then all was still—then a handful of soft, 


damp, heavy clay, was shovelled down. | 


Oh. that sound! that solemn, dreary sound 
of otter desolation! It broke the horrid spell 
hat kept his voice silent and his eye dry-— 
Nis lip began to quiver—a sob heaved his 
aching breast—large tears gushed from his 
eyes—-he stretched out his hands in an agony 
of weepiog 





He knew she was dead, but the | 
blunt question shook every nerve in his | 
upon | 





and grasped an old quaker | 


| gentleman's nose, in the stage-coach, where 


he was steeping, and gave occasion for 
Obadiah to observe, 

* Verily, friend, when thou hast snfficient- 
lv amused thyself with my nose, perhaps 
thou wilt return it to its rightfol owner.”’ 

The whole horrible creation of his fancy 
passed away like a mist; his heart bounded 
within him, and he soon took sweet revenge 
upon those wicked lips that had been so cold 
and still, yet so beantiful, in the darkness of 
his dream. — 

Remarkrble Eotuctience. 

During almost the whole of the last cen- 

tury, the family of the Parisian executioner, 





: oa a _ so celebrated amongst the people, under the 
reaved mother.——There was the air of death | 


name of Charlot, inhabited a solitary house, 
sitnated about the centre of a Petite rne St. 
Nicholas. between the fanbourgs St. Dennis, 
and St. Martin. At the commencement of 
the reign of Lovis XV. VM de Lally since so 
celebrated by his unhappy destiny. and the 
eclat which filial piety has given to the re- 
establishment of his fame, returned towards 
midnight. with some vouths of bis own age 
and rank, from the Gningnettes of Rapee, 
renowned at this period for their excellent 
matteilates. As they approached near the 
house of Charlot, they heard violins and 
sounds of merriment, whence they concluod 

ed that dancing was going forward within. 
Heated with the good cheer they had beea 
enjoying, they took a fancy to partake of the 
amusements which these sounds informed 
they werenear. They knocked; a servant 
opened the door: they asked leave to enter 
The girl. not daring te take upon herself to 
admit them, called her master, to whom 
these yonng gentlemen repeated their re- 
quest “It is impossible to receive you gen- 
tlemen. (answered Charlot) my house is not 
public; IT amuse myself with my family; and 
our sports are about to cease, for I peceive 
it is already very late.” These wild youths 
however, insisted, and hoping to secure 
their admission if they made themselves 
known, they said they belonged ta the Court, 
that they came from a,party at the Rapee. 
and intended to finish their evening by join- 
ing the amusements of an honest and cespec- 
table family. Charlot, after making useless 
efforts to dissnade them from their project, , 
fonnd there were vo other means of ending 

the matter than by saying—‘'The higher | 
vour rank, gentlemen, the less possible is it | 
for me to receive you; you would approve | 
of my refusal if you knew who | am.”?— 

‘And who are you then?” said one of the 

party—“Gentlemen do you insist upen it? 

know then that | am the hangman of Paris.” 

—“Ah! this is strange!” cried M. de Lally, 

‘is it vou, who hang, break arms, legs. &c.” 

Charlot interrupted him and said-——**These 

are.in fact my duties; but I have assistants for 

obscure criminals. However. when a man of 
your rank, Sir, has the misfortune to fall un- 

der the rigor of our laws, I consider it a duty, | 
an honor myself to perform the decree: of | 
justice.” 25 years after, M 





THAMESGIVING. 
A TALE. 

In one of the smal! interior towns of Newte 
England. where the superstitions of our ances. 
tors still possess strone hold on the minds of 
the people, the facts occurred a few years 
since on which the following tale is founded. 

An honest farmer and bis fami'y, prepare 
ine to celebrate Thanksgiving, at his wife’s 
father’s in an adjacent town, were harried and 
confused extremely on the day preceding that 
festival, by the multiplicity of things which 
must be done before they could leave home 
with safety. The house was 'o be dunked uft, 
and the «leanings of the harvest, cabbagesy, 
turnips, &c. put into the cellar, that the ex- 
ternal entrance thereto might be closed for 
the season Havine carried inthe vegetables, 
the boys were despatched to the barn for 
straw to fill the passage way, while the good 
man himself was busied on the opposite side 
of the house. All the necessary work being 
completed. the boys and girls set oii on foot ia 
high giee. the doe ruaning and barkine before 
them apnarent'y as well pleased with going 
to Grandpapa’s as any of the happy eroup. 

Soon after the parent pair and their litle 
ones, having put out the fire and fastened the 
doors and windows. by means of many curi- 


ous contrivances io keep out thieves, started 


onthe same destination. 
In the afiernoen of the day following the 


festival. which had been kept under the pater- 


nal roof with many devour and jovial exercise 
es, the family returned home accompanied by 
some of their young cousins. Some of their 
vouthfu! neichbors of both sexes wcre invited 
in. anda merry thanksgiving corouse) was 1D 
the full tide of successful operation. when one 
of the boys. who had been sent into the cellar, 
with a little cow wicked candle. which gave 
just light enough to make darkness visibie, to 
draw cider ran back inio the, room with eyes 
glaring wildly. uttering a half suffecated ex- 
clamation—the Devil is in (he cellar! “‘Poo,”” 
said the father. ‘you have only been frighten- 
ed by vour own shadow—give me the light.” 
On which hé 8éized the candle, leaving the 
candlestick clenched fast in the shu king hand 
of the boy and boldlv rushed to the cellar 
stairs. but ere he had descended haif the steps. 
the large saucer eyes and enormous horns of 
the beast causéd him to retreat as mach tere 
rified as his son—"“Sure enough the devil is tt 
the cellar ?—The utmost confusion aid uproar 
now prevailed in the house. The good man 
seized the creat bible and attempted to tread; 
but the candle sfuttered, burnt blue and threw 
so feeble a lipht on the sacred page. and the 
book trembled so much in the hands of the 
reader, that he «ould not distinguish one word 
from ahother. The little children cried and 
clung to their mother—the lasses nestled close 
to their favorite swains—and the whele house 
shook with the agitation of its half demented 
inhabitants One bright thought however 


‘occuried——a messenger was despatched ior 


the minister. “to (ay the Devil.” 
The Parson. a man more celebrated /or 


; de Lally died | d nature, piety and ciedulity, than for al- 
under the hands of this same man, F90G naqiure, prety edulity, 
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ents or heroism, slipped the small bible into 
his socket. put on his band and surpiice. tha: 
he might appear as formidabie to his «reat 
adversary 18 possible, and histened to the re 
lie! of his distressed >arishioners 

‘In coming to the house the reverend man 
was hatied as a deliverer. and impiore/l by at 
Jeast a dozen voices at once “to drive away 
the devil.” But few moments were lost in 
ask'ng questions. which no one could answer, 
before the Parson was pushed forward as a lea- 
der. lighted by the same penurious candle 
into the cellar, the most courageous of the 
company keeping close behind him. When 
he reached the foot of the siairs. the eyes of 
fire and he shadowed out!ine of enormous 
horns, magnified ten fold at least by the ter 
rors of those that beheld them, vemoved ali 
deoubtifany had previously exisied on bis mind, 
as to the infernal nature of the being with 
whom he had to contend The divine in 
stantily fell on his knees, and with apiified 
hands be;ran to pray in ihe mos’ fervent map 
ner The ram not understanding the good 
mon’s motives. bet sapposing by the motion 
of bis bands. that he was daring him to a but 
ine conmest. mace a pass with al! his might at 
his supposed adversary 3 but deceived by the 
swelling dimensions of his drapery missed the 
slender bode of the priest. and drawing basu 
dy back to renew the assault hooked one of 
his horns toto the belt of bis surplice. an 
pulled the Paison with him into the ceils 
While thus if the cower of his -iciorious foe. 
lust to hope as it regarded himself. the naa 
al henevolence of his ‘fisposition burst forth ip 
the cxciamaiion, “Brethren take care of your- 
selves, the Devil has gat mel? Vhis exhorts 
tian was better obeyed than any that he had 
‘ever delivered from the pulpit, his friends 
fled and left him to his fate 

Among the company, was a shrewd young 
farmer, who had from the first supposed the 
fiead nothing more than some domestic ani- 
mil, but being a lover of fun and willing to 
ree a comedy, he kept his thoughts to him- 
self, and pretended to sympathise with the 
others in their fears. He now thought 
time to tuferfere, aod snatching a pitch pine 
knot blazing from the Gre, expressed his de- 
termination to rescue the priest or perish in 
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Tre Legislature, how io session in Con- 
cord, has the appearance, by its lengthy re- 
ports of proceedings, of having a busy séssion 
—but afier travelling through many solid 
newspaper columns, we find that little other 
has been done than that the members have — 
met each day, and passed several bours in | 


such important bosiness as—making laws | 


that the door keepers shall alternately take 


care of the fire by night—that two bushel 


baskets shall hold two bushels. &c.—and af” 


ter many interesting speeches and opinions 
on the merits of the questions bronght ap 
(which speeches are highly applauded by 
the-—sfeaukers) they adjourn in good tim 


Before the commencement of the sessia: 


we understood that it was caledlated to las: 


about six dveeks, and, like good workmen. 


the members trudge on, “dy th 


will doubless arrive 


day” —aud 
at the end of their Ja- 
hours by. Christmas—when other business 
will call their attention. The session can 
be long or short, like the mechanic’s job: — 
on his employer inquiring of his apprentice 
when his master intended to finish his work, 
the boy replied—"Why sir, master js look- 
ing out for another jeb, and as soon as it is 
yours be finished, be it to- 
morrow or next week.’ The farmers bave 


obtained, will 


a more leisure time at this season than in 
June—and cannot probably earn two dollars 
a day at home. 

It is wished by some. that their time nicht 
be spun out by some less impolitic measure 
than that of removing the arsenal te Concord 


We kuow not that the capitol is in any dan 





the attempt. A lovely young damsel laid 
hold of the skirts of his coat—and the cry of 
dont, dow’t, proceeded from every part o! 
the room. Uvheeding this kind concere for 
his safety he rushed into the cellar, seized 
the ram by one of his horns and dragged ihe 
siruggliog animal up stairs, calling to the 
astonished parson ‘follow me? The born- 
ed devil was fed in triumph, followed by the 
vanquished Ecclesiastic, into the company. 

A momentary sieace and hanging dows 
of heads ensued. The passed scene howev- | 
er was too ivdicrous to admit of sober reflec 
tion, abd loud peais of laucbter berst forth 
from evety side. during which the ram was 


turned out at the door, the parson absented 


wer by foreign invasion, or that any appre- 
henstons are 


entertained of civil discords— 
ut faich. if they claim the arsenal, forts, ligh:- 
houses, &c. they are welcome to our name. 
custom-house, and all—and that the state 
prison shall be the only port of entry in the 
state—and we hope our enemies. shoold they 
acaia invade our country, will have the polire- 
ness to enter at the proper port. Whilst we 
aie on this subject, we cannot refrain from 
Ppassmyg a comphment upon the witty punster 
who has recently given a fiolished lever to a- 
muse his constituents: while we thank him 


for the informaticn he gives, we would re- 





himself without ceremony. and the sports {| 
the cvening were resumed wih better spirits | 
than belore. — Sal ci 2 Cbser ver, 


quest him aut to disgust the public with ob- 
BL SD 



























BOOT AND SHOK ESTABLISHMEN®. 
ARTHIR ROWE; 

NFORMS ins trends and customers of thig 

town, that he has taken a Shop in Ark 
street, one door south of the Custom Housey 
where he intends carryiag on 

BOOLAND SHOE BUSINESS 

of all kinds. All who will please call on him 
may depend on having their work done bet- 
ter than can be done to town. 

All kiads of Ladies’ Boots and Shoes manu- 
factured at the shortest notice. Dec. 2. 


BOOT AND SHOE MANUFACTORY. 


WILLIAM CLARE; 

‘ OULD wtorm the public that be con- 
linues to carry on the 

BOOT & SHOE MAKING BUSINESS, 
at his Old Stand, Fore-street, opposite Mer- 
chant’s Row All who wall please to cail on 
iim may depend on having their work done 

*« WeuL as can be dene in dark Lane, 
Mens Boots and Shoes made at short no- 

e, for Cach, Dec. 9. 


——— 








BOOK AUCTION 
BY CANDLE LIGHT 
CHIS EVENING, half past 6 o’clock, and 
continued every evening tel the sale is 
closed, at the Store on Church Hill, 

\ large Atlas of the World, contaming 865 
eleyant Maps, loiio, Edinburg edition: Giii’s 
Commentaries, of Uwe bible, 9 vis quarnos 
Newton’s Wo k-,6 vis Biavins Josephos, 4 
vois.: Mosheim bectesiasticol History, 6 vols. 
London edition: Ridgeley’s Body of Diviniuw, 
4 voiss Prideaux Connection between the 
old and new ‘bestamen', 3S vols. : Priestley’s 
Church Hisiory, 6 vou.: Hebrew Bible, 2 
sois. : Kiegant Familiy Bibles, in calf and 
Morecco, with gilt edves and tine plates: 
Walkers Propouncing Dicuonary with Rey, 
various superb’ bindiny: Gibbon’s Roman 
Empire, 6 vois.s Nicholson’s Encyclopedia, 
i2 vis with plates: Barker's Livil, 6 vols El- 
evant Extracts, 12 vols: Robertsow’s Works, 
8 vols. with plates: Rollins’ Ancieny History, 





8 vols. with plates: Edinburgh Resiem, $ 
v ils.: Hume and Smotiew’s Enyle : Nye 


horp’s Plutarch, 6 vols. : Shaelfabesre’s 
Works, 10 vols: Cabinet Thea’re, 9 vols. 
Landon edition: Waker Scou’s Poetical 
Werks, 9 vols: London edition : Starkies® 
Criminal Pleacder Mannine’s Digest: Baw. 
itch’s Navigator: American Coast Pilot, 
and American Seamanship, last editions : 
Novels, by the wathor of Waverly, and 
Washington Irvine ’s Novels: Letter & Faols- 
cap PAPER: Slates : Lead and Slate Pen- 
cils: and a varicly of other articles. 

As the ewners will leave town the sales 
will close en Friday evening. Ladies ond 





and 
, Sales—as great bargains may be expected, 


gentlemen are respectfully insited to call 
examine the Books, and attend the 


Purchasers who have bought Boks are ree 
quested to call for their bi'ls 


Dec. 9. §. LARBIN, duct, 
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¥% Choose to Bie Aloe. 


THE Nuptial Bands seem all in rage, 
With one continual tone, 

About the Bachelors and Maids, 
Because they live alone. 


Let others seek their happiness, 
And T will seck mv own ; 

And Jet them marry if they please— 
I choose to live alone. 


Where two are forni’d for social life, 
And gentle passions own, 

"Tis best they should be man and wife, 
And I should-live alone. 


W here two with trangu:! peace are blest, 
And strife have never known, 

No doubt they think it is not best 
That one should live alove. 


Increased in family and cares, 
They must !ook to their own ; 
Perhaps perplex’d with these affairs, 
I choose to live alone. 


While some in poverty and strife, 
Their wretched state bemoan, 
And wear away a tedious life, 
I have my peace alone. 


Ensnared, and cannot disenrage, 
The trith they will net own 5 

But envy me my happiness, 
Because I live along. 


The force of love I don’t deny, 
Its gentle powers I own ; 

Bot prize my liberty so high, 
I choose to live alone. 


T.F. 





She Mexd Twins. 


*T was summer and a sabbath eve, 
And balmy was the air, 

I saw a sicht that made me grieve, 
And yet the sieht Was fair ; 

Within a liwle coffin lay 

Two lifeless babes as sweet as May. 


Like waxen dolls that infants dress, 
Their litle bodies were ; 

A Icok of placid happiness, 

Did on each cheek appear, 

And in the ceffin short and wide, 
They lay together side by side. 


A vese bud newly clesed 1 found, 
Each litle hand within; 


And many a pink wasstrew’d around, 
With sprigs of jassamine— 

And yet the flowers that round them lay, 
Were not to me more fair than they. 
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| VARIETIES. 





| In Ashton Chorch Yard, Warwickshire, on 


wiomck, 1787. 
My sledve and hammer lie reclined, 
My bellows too have lost their wind, 
My fire’s extinct. my forge decayed, 
And in the dust my vice is laid; 
My coalis spent. my iren’s 2one, 
My nails are drove, my work is done. 


- 


Firm to your threat. Matilda, stand ; 
The promise made, maintain it ; 

And fail not to destow your hand 
On one who won’t disdain it. 


Bless’d be the princes who have fought 
For pompous names and wide dominion; 
lor by their errors, we are taught, 
That happiness dies in ofinion. 


tomb stone in Cornwall, Eneland 
qtaint style. gives a severe blow at popery, 
which might not be attacked openly : 

Here lies the body of Gabriei John, 

Who died in the year one thous ind and one; 

Pray for the soul of Gabrie! John | 

You may if vou please. or let it alone, 

For its all one 
To Gabriel John 
Who died in the year one thousand and one 
Ofiional Sleep. 
“Pray Jack, are you asleep?” said Ned, 
“What makes vou ask?” he slowly said ; 
*“Becuuse of you or Sam 
I want to berrow half a crown 
For something thet T owe in town ;” 
“Why then” said Jack, “I am.” 

The following Churchyard poetry shines 
upon a widow’s woeden tomb stone, in Hert 
fordshire. En 

Grieve not for me, mg dearest dear, 

T am not cead. but sleeping here, 

With patience wail. prepare to die, 

And in short time vou’ll cc me to I. 

A wag going by underwrote— 

I am not griev’d my deares: life, 

S'eep on I’ve got another wife, 

Therefore I cannot come to thee, 

For I must go to sleep with she. 

In School street, Boston, there was former- 
iva sign—*Dr. Trott,” which was ul:imate- 
jly succeeded by one with the name—*Dr. 
| Gallup? An Tishman observing the change. 
| Said he was flas’d with the doctor’s success, 
eas he had got from a ¢rof into a gallop !! 
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| John Downer. a blacksmith. of Castle Bre- | 


i 


‘once had—on both I 
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Something for the Curious, 


I 

set great store—and aq 

lent my—and took his word therelor—to my 

ask’d my—nouvht but words [ got—of my 

lost my—for sue him [ would not—and my 
money fiend 

At length my—which pleas’ we well—came 


|] got my—away quite from me teil—but my 


lied 


had—as [ had once beluiec--and a 


ek keen my—& pley the foul no more—& my 


To a lady who said she would box my ears. | 
| ter? 





The following epitaph. copied from an old | 
under its | 


_—~- 


Never did an Trishman utter a better bull, 
than did an honest Pat. who betaw asked bya 
friend. “Has your sister got a sen ora doughs 
7? answered, “Upon my sovi, I do not 
know whether I am an uncle ot an aum.” 


—— 


4 foreign sailor Was punished for calling 
his landlerd’s wife a Zich.— ‘The defence of 
the apretlation 
so often applied by her Ausdanc, that he veally 
thought it was the wife's Prefer name. 


the sailor was. that he heard 


avo, a gen- 


ra. below 
that place. 


Negro Wit—Some few yeur 
tleman crossed the | 
Blarlensburg. being destined te 

{ 
‘ 


Potomac easiv 


| Cominy to the main read. he turned to the 
| right tasiead of the left. Haring travelled 
about a mile. he overtook a biack man. and 





well? 


inquired whether he was cb Uhe right road to 
Bladensbure “Yesse massa” wos the ane 
sser. “you are on the tight 1oud to Biadens- 
burg. but vou must turn your bhorse’s head 
UV other w Ay or you will never got there.” 


> 


That is the smallest horse 1 ever saw, te- 
marked a gentleman in a mixed company. 
Small.” said an Trish bystander, de you call 
by St. Patrick, 1] have seen a horse 
as small as twoef him. 


him small 


Whilst Gen Lafavette’s carriace stepped 
in Cameron street, until the lise was fo: med 
in King street. an old men gave vent. to his 
feeliness by ctying oute-Huzza for Brandy 
wine! Huzza for Germentown!! Huzz- tor 
Monmouth!!! Hegza for. Y¥ ryt? 
Hives tor Lafayette $1!!! Dluzza for us 


rRrown 


alitftierre — 


A Wreich Reader.--A Welchman ending 
the chepter of the gencalovy, where Abrabam 
begat Isaac. and Isaac begat Jacob. ere he 
came to the midst he fiend the names se dif- 
ficult. that he broke off in these werds, ‘and 
so they begat one another ull they came lo the 
end of the chapter” 

Physicians --A rich valetudinacian called ‘n 
a Physic jan for a stight disorder. ‘The Piy- 
sician feli his pulse, and inquired, Do you at 
well? Yes, said the patient. De you sie p 
Ido Then, said the Escuiapius, f 


! shall give you something to take away all 4.7. 
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